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placed himself on the front seat, Tbeside the ladles. Then rose a cry: La Gouronne ! and Brizard, the actor, came and put the garland on his head. "Ah, Heaven! mil you kill me, then? (Ah, Dieu! vom voulez done me faire mourir ?)" cried M". de Voltaire, weeping with joy, and resisting this honour. He took the crown in his hand, and presented it to Belle-et-Bonne :16 she withstood; and the Prince de Beauvau, seizing the laurel, replaced it on the head of our Sophocles, who could refuse no longer.
1 The piece (Irene) was played, and with more applause than usual, though scarcely with enough to correspond to this triumph of its author. Meanwhile the players were in straits as to what they should do j and during their deliberations the tragedy ended; the curtain fell, and the tumult of the people was extreme, till it rose again, disclosing a show like that of the Centenaire. M. de Voltaire's bust, which had been placed shortly "before in the foyer (greenroom) of the Come'die Franchise, had heen "brought upon the stage, and elevated on a pedestal; the whole body of comedians stood round it in a semicircle, with palms and garlands in their hands, there was a crown already on the bust The pealing of musical nourishes, of drums, of trumpets, had announced the ceremony, and Madame Vestris held in her hand a paper, which was soon understood to contain verses, lately composed by the Marquis de Saint-Marc She recited them with an, emphasis proportioned to the extravagance of the scene. They ran as follows:
Aux yeux de Paris enchants, Heeois en ce jour un Jiommage, Qu& confirmera d'dge en age La severe postente t
Non^ tu rias pas besom d'atteindre au noir rivage Pour jouir des Jwnneurs de Timmortalite 1
' VOLTAIRE, repots la couronne Que Ton vient de te presenter; II est beau de la meriker, Quand c'est la France qui la flmmc I17
16  The Marquise de Yillette, a foster-child of his.
17  As Dry den said of Swift, so may we say: Our cousin Samt-Maic has no turis for poetry.